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Tie Reader is deſired” to obſerve, tHat the Paſſages: 
emitted in the Repreſentation at the Theatres are here 
elerved; and marked with inverted Commae, as in Jie 

to 14, in Page 8.. 15 f e 
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PROL G G U E. 


T O warious Things the Stage has beets compar d, 

Hs apt Ideas firike each humorous Bard. ; 
This Night, for want of better Simile, F 
Het this our Theatre a Tavern be 7 
The Poets Vintners, and the Waiters cue: 
So (as the Cant, and Cuſtom of the Trade is) 
You're welcome, Gem*men ; Andy wwelconie, Ladies, 
To draw in Cuſlomers, our Bills are ſpread ; 

| 55 | [Snhewing a Play Bill. 
You cannot miſs the Sigh, lis Shiakſpeare's Head, 
From this ſame Head, this Fountain-head divine, 
For different Palates fbrings a different Wine ! 
tn which no Tricks, to ſtrengthen, or to thin em. 
Neat as imported—no French Brandy in en 
Mence for the chaireft Spirits fou Champaien ; 
Whoſe ſparkling Atoms ſhoot thro) every Vern, } 
Then mount, in magic Fapoars, to th" exraftur'd Brain ! 
Heut flow for martial Minds Potations ffrong ; 
And fiveer Love Potions, fer the Fair and Youngs 
For gon, my Hearts. of Oat, for your Regale, 

To the Upper Gallery. 
There's good old Eng'iſh Stingo, mild ard Hale. 
For high, luxurious Souls with luſcious ſmack ; 
There's Sir John Falſtaff, is a Butt of Sack : 
And if the flronger Liquors more invite ye ; 
Bardolph is Giz,. and Piſtol Agua Fite. 
But fhou'd you call for Falſtaff, where to find Lim, 
He's gone —nor lift one Cup of Sack behind hint. 
Sunk in his Elbow Chair, no mare hell ram; p 
No more, with merry wvags, to Eallcheap come; | 
Ars gone, — 15 jg, and Nugb, and give lis Sack at Home, 
4 | 


2 As 


F 7 


As for the learned Critics, graue and deep, 


. Who catch at Words, and catching fall aſleep ; 


Who in the Storms of Paſſion—hum— and haw ! 
For ſuch, our Maſter cuill no Liquor draw 
So blindly thoughtful, and ſo darkly read, 
They take Tom Durty's, for the Shakſpeare's Head. 
A Vintner once acquir'd both Praiſe and Gain, 
And ſold much Perry for the be Champaign. 
Some Rakes this precious Stuff did ſo allure ; 
They drank whole nights — a that=—qwhen Wine is pure? 
Come fill a bumper, Jack, — 1 will, my Lord 
% Here'sCream |= Damn'dfine !—immenſe ! upon my Word! 
„Sir William, what /ay you ? — The beft, believe men 
% Zr this Eb, Jack !—the Devil can't deceive me, 
T bus the wiſe Critic too miſtakes his Wine, 


Cries out ith lifted Hands, tis great !—divine ! 


Then jogs his Neighbour, as the Wonders flrike bim; 

This Shakſpeare! Shakſpeare— 0b, there's nothing like him? 
In this Night's various and enchanted Cup, | 
Some little Perry's mixt for filling up. 

The five long Addi, from which our Three are taken, 
Streteb'd out to ſixteen Years, lay by, forſaken, 

Left then this precious Liquor run to waſte, 

"Tis now confin'd and bottled for your T afte. 

Ns my chief Wiſh, my Foy, my only Plan, 

To loſe no Drop of that immortal Man . 
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8 CE N E. be court of ByTrinla, 
A Clap of Thunder. 
Enter CautLLO and a GENTLEMAN. 


CAM III o. ; 


OE gods Ent him ſafe paſſage to us, for he fee 
embarked in a tempeſtuous ſeaſon. L 
Gent. I pray thee, Lord Camillo, inſtra& me, what 
concealed matter there is in the coming of Leontes to 
Bithynia, ſhou'd fo wrap our king in aſtoniſhment ? 
Cam. Good fir, your knowledge in the court is young, 
af you make that your queſtion. : 

Gent. wou'd not be thought too curious, but I pr'ythee, 
be my tutor {a this matter. 

Cam. To be ſhort then—Give it thy hearing, for my 
tale is well worthy of it; theſe two kings; Leontes of 
Sicily, and Polixenes of Bithynia, were train'd together 
in their childhoods, and there rooted betwixt em ſuch an 
affection as cou'd not chuſe but branch as it grew up. 
One unhappy ſummer (and full ſixteen as unhappy have 
follow'd it) our Polixenes went to repay Sicily the viſz- 
tation which he juſtly ow'd him. —Moſt royally, and 
with the utmoſt treedom of ſociety,” was he entertain'd 
both by Leontes, and his queen Hermione; a lady, whoſe 
bodily accompliſhments -were  unparallePd but by thoſe 
of her own mind. The free ſtrokes of youth and gaiety, 
in her extended civility to Polixenes (pleas'd as ſhe was 
to ſee her lord delighted), bred in him ſuſpicion” of her 
conduct. | | 

Gent, And that is an evil weed, that, once taking root, 
.nceds. no manure, 

A4. Cam. 


— i —— — . — 2 > = — 
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Cam, 1 then waited about the perſon of Leontes, and 
was alone thought worthy the participation of his jea- 


| louſy. Into my boſom he diſgorg'd his monſtrous ſecret, 


with no tenderer an injunction than to take off his inno- 
cent, abuſed gueſt, by poiſon. 

Gent. To kill Polixenes! 

Cam, Even ſo.— What cou'd I do? What ran eveneſt 
with the grain of my honeſty I did, and have not ſince 
repented me :-—whiſper'd Polixenes of the matter—left 
my large fortunes, and my larger hopes, in Sicily, and 


on the very wing of occafion flew with him hither, no 


richer than my honor; and have ſince been ever of his 
boſom. | 

Gent. I tremble for the poor queen, left to the in- 
© juries of a powerful king, and jealous husband. 

© Cam.” Left too in her condition! for ſhe had ſome 
© while promis'd an heir to Sicily; and now, mark me, 
for the occaſion 

Gent. Cannot ſurpaſs my attention.“ 

Cam. 1 ſcarcely ſettled in Bithynia here, ere we are 


alarm'd with the arrival of Paulina (that excellent matron, 


and true friend of her unhappy queen), from whom we 
too ſoon learn how ſad a tragedy had been acted in Sicily 
the diſhonor'd Hermione clapp'd up in priſon, where 
-ſhe gave the king a princeſs — the child (the innocent 
milk yet in her innocent mouth) by the king's command, 
expos'd; expos'd even on the deſarts of this kingdom; 
our Polixenes being falſely deem'd the father. 

Gent. Poor babe! unhappy queen! tyrant Leontes ! 

Cam, What blacker title will you fix upon him, when 
you -ſhall hear that Hermione, in her weak condition 


|| {the chile bed privilege deny d, which belongs to women 


of all faſhion), was haul'd out to an open mockery of 
trial; that on this inbuman outrage (her fame being 
kill*d before) ſhe died—in the very priſon where ſhe was 
deliver'd, died; and that, on her deceaſe, Paulina (whoſe 


free tongue was the king's living ſcourge, and perpetual 


remembrancer to him ot his dead queen) fled with her 
effects, for ſafety of her lite, to Bithynta, here — ] ure 


* u. | 
Wa Gent. 
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Gent. My king concern'd, I am too deeply. intereſted 
In the event, to be indifferent to the relation. 

Cam. All this did Leontes, in defiance of the plain 
anſwer of the oracle, by him conſulted at Delphi; which 
now, after ſixteen years occurring to his more ſober 
thoughts, he firſt thinks it probable, then finds it true, 
and his penitence thereupon is as extreme, as his ſuſpi- 
cions had been fatal. In the courſe of his ſorrows he 
has, as we are inform'd, twice attempted on his life; 
- and this is now his goad to the preſent expedition; to 
make all poſſible atonement to his injur'd brother Bi- 
thynia, and to us the fellow-ſufferers in his wrongs— 
trumpet ſounds—we mult break offt—the king and good 
Paulina— * [ExitGents 


Enter Polixenes and Paulina. 


Polix. Weep not now, Paulina, ſo long-gone-by mĩſ- 
fortunes ; this ſtrange and unexpected viſit, trom Leontes, 
calls all your ſorrows up a-new : but, good Paulina, be ſa- 
fied that heav'n has will'd it ſo. That fixteen years ab- 
ſeace ſhould paſs unnotic'd by this king, without ex- 
change of gifts, letters, or embathes ; and now! 
I am amaz'd as thou art; but not griev'd 

Paul. Grudge me not a tear to the memory of my 
queen, my royal miſtreſs; and there dies my reſent- 
ment; now, Leontes, welcome. | 

. Polix, Nobly refolv'd : of him think we no more till 
he arrives. a 

Cam. Hail, royal ſir. If the king of Sicily eſcape 
this d:eadful tempeſt, I ſhall eſteem him a favourite of 
the gods, and his penitence effectual. 

Polix. Of that fatal country Sicily, and of its peni- 
tent“ as we muſt think him,” and reconciPd king, my 
brother (whoſe loſs of his moſt precious queen and child 
are even now atreſh lamented), I pr'ythee, {peak no more: 
ſay to me, when ſaw'ſt thou prince Florizel, my fon 7 
Fathers are no leſs unhappy, their iſſue not being graci- 
ous, than they are in lofing em, when they have ap- 
prov'd their virtues, 

Cam. Sir, it is three days ſince I ſaw the prince; what 
his happier affairs may de are to me unknown ; but 1 

| 4 5 kave 
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Have muſingly noted, he is of late much retired from 
court, and is leſs frequent to his princely exerciſes than | 
formerly he hath appear'd. 5 | 
Polix. I have conſider'd fo much, Camillo, and with | 
| @ ſome care, ſo far, that 1 have eyes under my ſervice, 
which look upon his removedneſs; from whom I have 
this intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the houſe of a 
moſt homely ſhepherd—a man, they. ſay, that from very 
nothing ts rich beyond the imagination of his neigh- 
bours, and grown into an unſpeakable eſtate. | 
Paul. IJ have heard too of fuch a man, who hath a 
daughter of moſt rare note; the report of her is extended 
more than can be thought to begin from ſuch a cottage. 
Polix. That's likewiſe part of my intelligence, and, I 
tear, the angle that plucks our ſon thither. Thou, Ca- 
| +millo, ſhalt accompany us to the place, where we will 
(ot appearing what we are) have ſome queſtion with 
tze ſhepherd ; from whoſe ſimplicit'y, I think it not un- 
-eaſy to get the cauſe of my ſon's reſort thither, 
Cam. I willingly ſhall obey your command. | 
FPolix. My beſt Camillo!* we-muſt diſguiſe our- 
elves. a 
Paul. Left your royalty be difcover'd by the attend- 0 
-ance of any of your own train, my ſteward, Dion, hall 
3 diſguiſes, and accompany your deſign with all 
Aecrecy. 
"Poli. It is well advis'd—T will make choice of ſome 
Few to attend us, who ſhall wait at diſtance from the cot- 
tage: you inſtruct Dion in the matter, while we prepare 
-ourlelves. T Ex. Polix. and Camillo. * 
Paul. What fire is in my ears ! can it be ſo, 
Or are my ſenſes cheated with a dream? 
Leontes in Bithynia !—O moſt welcome, 
My penitent liege—my tears were thoſe of joy. 
-—Paulina,' for her royal miſtteſe fake, 
Shall give thee welcome to this injur'd coaſt : 
Such as the riches of two mighty kingdoms, 
Bithynia join'd with fruitful Sicily, 
« Wou'd-not avail to buy Leontes, welcome. 
Let thy ſtout veſſel butt the beating ſtand 
Of this chaf'd ſea, and thou art whole on land, _ 
| is 


SCENE. 
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SS 
The country by the ſca: fe. A form, with Thunder. 
, | Enter an OLD SnzruERD. 


I wou'd there- were no ape between thirteen and three 
and twenty; or that youth wou'd fleep out the reſt: For 
there 1s nothing in the between, but wenching, wrong- 
ing the ancientry, ſteuling, fighting, (Horns 7d. 
Hark you now; wou'd any but theſe boil'd brains of 
two and twenty hunt this weather! they have ſcar'd a- 
way two of my beit ſheep, which, I fear, the wolf will 
ſooner find than the maſter; if any where I have em, 
tis by the ſea-fide, browzing of ivy Yet I'll rarry 
till my ſon come: He hollow d but even now Whoa ! 
: ho hoa=—— 


Enter Clowns 


Chan. Hoilloa ! hoa ! 

Ola Shep. What, art fo near? What Arft thou man? 

Clotun. I have teen ſuch a fight ! 

Old Shep. Why, boy, how 1s it? 

Clown. I wou'd you +did but fee how the ſea ehaſes, 
how it rages, how it rakes up the ſhore—But I am not 
to ſay it is a fea, for it is now the sky; betwixt the fir- 
mament and it you cannot thruſt a bogkin's point, But 
O the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls, ſometimes” to 
ſee em, and not to fee *em—But then, the ſhip—to ſee 
how the ſee flap-dragon'd it but fr!t how the poor fouls 
.roar'd, and the ſea mock'd *'em— Then the ſhip, now 
boring the moon with her main-maſt, and anon iwallow'd 
with yeſt and froth, as you'd thruſt. a cork into a hogf- 
head. 
Old Shep. Name of mercy ! when was this, boy ? 
Clown. Now, now, I have not wink'd ſince I law it; 
the men are not yet cold under water, 
Old Shey, Wou'd I had been by the muüip- de, to have 


help'd em. 
AS . Clowns 


| hold—l will go help them. 2 


—— — 1 — — — — — 


cen. There your charity wou'd have lack'd footing. 


their fine cloaths are ſhrunk in the wetting. 


Am Ion ſhore; walk I on land, firm land, 


1 $ Upon 
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Old Shep. oy matters ! heavy matters ! 

Clown, Look! look, father—there are two of 'em caſt 
ſhore, and crawling up the rock—now they are down 
again — poor fouls, they have not ſtrength to keep their 


Old Shep. Run, run, boy ! thy legs are youngeſt. 

Clown, Stay, they have found the road to the beach 
and come towards us. | 

Old Shep. Some rich men, I warrant 'em; that are 
poorer than we now. | | 

Clown. Lord, father! look—they are out-landiſh folk; 


Enter LeonTES, ſupported by CLEOMINES. 
Clem. Bear up, my liege; —again welcome on ſhore. 
Leon. Flatter me not—In death diſtinctions ceaſe 


Or ride I yet upon the billows backs? 
Methinks I feel the motion who art thou? 

Clem. Know you me not? your friend Cleomines, 
| Leont. Where are my other friends? hat, periſh'd all! 
Cleom. Not a foul ſav'd! ourſelves are all our ciew, 

Pilot, ſhipmaſter, boatſwain, ſailors, all, : 
Leont. Laud we the gods! Vet wheretore periſt.'d they, 
Innocent fouls! and I, with all my guilt, 
* yet to load the earth ?——O righte'us gods! 
Vour Ways are paſt the line of man to fathom. ; 
Cleem. Waſte not your ſmall remaining ſtrengtn of body 
In warring with your mind. This defart waſte | 
Has ſome 1nhabitants=— Here's help at hand 
Good day, old mag—— | 
Old Shep. Never ſaid in worſe time — a better 
both your worſhips——command us, Sir, 
Clown. You have been ſweetly foak'd ; give the gods 
thanks that you are alive to feel it. | 
Leont, We are moſt thankful, Sir. | . 
Cliom. What deſarts are cheſe ſame? 
Old Sbep. The deſarts of Bithynia. 
gent. Say ſt thou Bythinia? ye gods, Bythinia ! 
In evy act your judgments are ſent forth 
Againſt Lcontes—. Here te be wreck'd and fav'd! 


— 
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Upon this coaſt !—AIlI the wrongs I have done, 
Str now afreſh within me—Did I not 

Upon this coalt expoſe my harmleſs infant 
Bid Polixenes (ſalſely deem'd the father) 

To take his child hell- born jealouſy! 

All but myſelf moſt. innocent — and. now 
Upon this coaſt— Pardon, Hermione! 

* I'was this that ſped thee to thy proper heav'n z 
If from thy ſainted ſeat = the clouds, 

Thou ſee'ſt my weary pilgrimage thro' life, 
Loath'd, hated life, cauſe unenjoy'd with thee 
Look down, and pity me. 

Cleom. Good Sir, be calm: | 
What's gone, and what's paſt help, ſhou'd be paſt grief; ; 
You do repent, theſe things too ſorely. 

Leont. I can't repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
Thau all my woes can fiir: I muſt betake me 
To nothing but deſpair—a thouſand knees 


Ten thoutand years together, naked, faſting, 


Upon a barren mountain, and ſtill winter, 
In ſtorms perpetual, conld not move the gods 


To look this way upon me. 


Clown. What ſays he, pray ? The fea has quite waſh'd 


away the poor gentleman's brains. 


Ola $h:p. Come, bring him along to our farm; nd 
we'll give you both a warm bed, aud dry cloathing. 
Cleom. Friends, we accept your offer'd courteſy. 
Come, Sir bear up be calm—compoſe your mind; 
* If ſtill the tempelt rages there, in vain 
* The gods have ſav'd you from the deep. 
Leont. Il take thy council, friend. Lend me thy 
* arm—— Oh, Hermione! Lans on Hints 
Cleom. Good ſhepherd, ſhew us ts the cotiage. 
Old Sbep. This way, this way : 
Leont, Lend me thy arm—Oh, Hermione! TP 
[ Exeunt Leen. and Cleo. 
Clown. And now the ſtorm's blown over, father, we'll 
ſend down Nicholas and his fellow to pick up the dead 
bodies, if any may be thrown aſhore, and bury tbem. 
Old Shep. Tis a good deed, * Come let's follow 


the gentlemen, [ Exeunt, 


- SCENE, 
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S CE N E. A Wood. 
Enter Au rolicus, (Singing. 
8 O N Go 


N ben daffadils begin to peere 
With hey the doxy over the dale, , 
hy then comes in the ſiveet o 1 year, | 
-  _ Por the red blood reigns o'er the winter's palts 
be white ſheet bleaching on the heage, 
With hey the faveet birds, O how they fing ! 
-Doth ſet my progging tooth on edge; 
For à quart of alt is à diſb for a King. 


IT once ſerv'd prince Florizel, and in my time wore 
4hree-pile, but now am out of ſervice, 


. 


Fut. ſhall I go mourn for that-my dear? 
© The pale moon ſbines by night, 

© And when I wander here and there, 
ben do go moſt right. 


My traffic is ſheets; when the kite builds, look to 


b lefler linen.” My father nam'd me Autolicus, being 
Aitter'd under Mercury; who, as I am, was likewiſe a 
ſnapper - up of unconſider'd trifles : with dice and drab: I 
purchas d this capariſon, and my revenue is the filly 


— 
— 


” ſhorn 


cheat for the life to come, I ſleep out the thought 


of ita Pl ize!.a prize! | 44 4 Retiress 


: Euter CLowx. 
G-. Let me fee, every eleven weather tods every 
yields pound, and odd ſhilling ; fifteen hundred 
what comes the wool to ? 
- Auiod.. If the ipringe hold, the cock's mine. ¶ Aſae. 


Cows, 
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| Clown, I can't do't without counters Let me ſee, 
what am I to buy for our ſheep-ſhearing feaſt? 
Thiee pounds of ſugar, five pounds of currants, rice 
What will this ſiſter of mine do with rice? But my fa- 
ther hath made her miſtreſs of the feaſt, and ſhe Jays it 
on. — She hath made me four and twenty noſegays for 
the ſhearers——1 muſt have ſaffron to colour the wardea 
. pies—mace—dates—none—that's out of, my note; nut- 
megs, ſeven ; a race or two of ginger, but that I may 
beg; four pounds of prunes, and as many raiſins 0* th? 
fun. 

Aatol, Oh! that ever I was born! 
(grovelling-on the ground.) 

. Clown. In the name of me 

Autol. O help me, help me: Pluck but off theſe rags, 

and then death, death 
. Claws, Alack, poor ſoul, thou haſt need of more rags 
to lay on thee, rather than to have theſe off, | 

Autol. Oh, Sir, the loathſomeneſs of em offends me, 
more than the ſtripes I have receiv'd; which are mighey 
ones, and millions F 

Clown. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may 
come to a great matter. 

Autol, I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten; my money and 
apparel ta'en from me, and theſe deteſtable things put 
upon me. | 

Clown, What, by a horſeman or a footman ? 

Autol, A footman, ſweet Sir ; a footman. 

' Clown, Indeed he ſhould be a footman, by the gare 
ments he has left with thee. If this be a horſeman's coat, 
it hath ſeen very hot ſervice—Lend me thy hand, III 
help thee. Come, lend me thy hand. [Helps bia up. 

Auto. Oh, good Sir; tenderly Oh! 

Clown, Alas, poor foul ! 

Autol. O! good Sir; ſoftly, good Sir; I fear, Six, 
my ſhoulder blade is out. | 

Clown, How now, can'ſt ſtand ? 

Autol. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, ſoftly; you ha? 
done me a charitable office. | [ Picks bis pockets" 
Clown,. Dolk lack any money? I have a little money 


or taee. = 
- Mutel, 
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Autol. No, good, ſweet Sir; no, I beſeech you, Sir; 

J have a kiniman not—paſt three-quarters of a mile 

| Hence, unto whom I was going ; I ſhall there have mo- 

ney, or any thing I want—Otfer me no money, I pray 
you; that kills my heart. 


L Clown. What manner of fellow was he that robb'd 
j u? 
| . A fellow, Sir, that haunts wales and fairs: 
I knew him once a ſervant of the prince ; I cannot tell, 
good Sir, for which of his virtues it was, but he was 
| certainly whipp'd out of the court. 
| Clown, His vices, you wou'd ſay ; there is no virtue 
| * whipp'd out of the court; they cheriſh it, to make it 
© ſtay there, and yet it will do no more but abide. 
| * Futol, Vices, I would ſay, Sir.— J know this man 
well, he bath been ſince an ape-bearer, then a pro- 
7 ceſs· ſerver, a bailiff; then he compaſt a motion of 
© the prodigal ſon, and married a tinker's wife within a 
mile where my land and living lies, and having flown 
over many knaviſb profeſſions, heſettled only in ä 
© ſome call him Autolicus. | 
* Clown. Out vpon him, prig ! bob my lite, -prig ;— 
© he haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 
„ Autol. Very true, Sir; he, Sir, he; that's the rogue 
© that put me into this apparel. 
© Clown. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia; 
if you had but look'd big, and ſpit at him, he'd have 
\ © FUN. 
RR... Auto. T1 muſt confeſs to you, Sir, I am no fighter; 
4 am falſe of heart that way; and hat he knew, 1 War- 
© rant him.“ 
- Clown, How do you do now? 
Aatol. Sweet Sir, much better than I was; I can 
Hand and walk; I will een take my leave of ae and 
[ ſoftly towards my kinſman's. 
1 Clown. "Shall I bring thee on thy way ? | 
1 | Autol, No good. fac'd Sir; ood Sir; no, ſweet Sir, 
| Clown. Then 'farewell—1I ok go buy ſpices for our 


— _—_ 1 — 
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| fheep-ſhearing. Exit. 
c Autol. Proſper you, ſweet Sir. Your purſe is not hot 
enough to purchaſe your ſpice, Ell be with you at 

your 


"2 
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your ſheep-ſhearing too—If I make not this cheat bring 
out another, and the ſhearers prove ſheep, let me be 
unrol'd, and my name put into the book of virtue, 


8 0 N . 


on, jog on, the faot-path | 
7 e 22 
A merry heart goes all the day, | 
Your ſad tires in @ mile—a— 8 LExit, 
END or Taz FIRST ACT, 
—ͤ wĩ—— — — - — — 
„ 
SCENE. 4 preſdect of a ſhipherd*s cot tage. 


 FLORIZEL and PERDITA, diſcovered fitting on à banks 


FLlORIZEL. 


— 


HES E your unuſual weeds, to each uu of you 
Do give a life; no ſhepherdeſs but Flora, - 
Peering it April's front, this your ſheep- hearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, | 
And you the queen on't. | 
Peierd. Sir, my gracious Lord, 
To chide at your extreams it not becomes me: 
O pardon that I name 'em; your high ſelf, 
The gracious mark o' th” land; you have obſcur'd 
With a ſwain's wearing; and me, poor lowly maid, 
Moſt goddeſs-like prank'd up: * but that our fealts 
In every meſs have folly, and the feeders 
* Digeſt it with a cuſtom, I ſhou'd bluſh 
Io fee you ſo attired; ſworn, I think, 
Jo ſhew myſelf a glaſs,” 
Flor. I bleſs the time, 
When my good Faulcon made her flight acroſs 
Thy Father's ground; celeſtial guide 
To where my treaſure lay. 


Pera. 


\ 


4 
Or my life, 
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_  Perd. Now Jove afford you cauſe! _ 
Tome the difference forges dread: your greatneſs] 
Hath not been us'd to fear; &en now I rremble 


To think your father, by ſome accident, 


Shou'd paſs this way, as you did: O the fates ! 
How wou'd he look, to ſee his work, ſo noble, 
< Vilely bound up!' What wou'd he ſay! Or how 
Shou'd I, in theſe my borrow'd Haunts, behold | 
The ſternneſs of his preſence? | | 

Flr. Appreh ene 


3 Nothing but jollity : the gods themſelves, 
| Humbling their deities to love, have taken 


The ſhapes of Beaſts upon cm Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd; the green 

A ram, and bleated.; and the fire-rob'd god, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble ſwain, 


As I ſeem now—— their transformations 


Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, 
Nor in a way ſo chaſte; fince my aflections 
Run not before mine honor, nor my deſires 
Burn hotter than my faith. 

Perd. Oh, but, dear Sir, 
Your reſolution cannot hold, when tis 
Oppos'd, againſt the-power of your father, 
One of theſe two mult be neceſſities, - | | 
Which then will ſpeak, that you muſt change this 

* purpole, | 


My heart bodes much! 

Flor. Thou deareſt Perdita; 
With theſe forc'd thoughts, I pr'ythee, darken nat 
The mirth o'th' feaſt ; or I'll be thine, my fair, 

Or not my father's, for I cannot be 

Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 

I be not thine. To this, I am moſt conſtant, 

Tho' deſtiny ſay, no. Be merry, geatleſt ; 

« Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, with any thing 

4 That you behold the while.“ Your gueſts are coming: 
Lift up your countenance; as twere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 

We two have ſworn ſhall come, 


Herd. 


1 
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Perd. O lady fortune, 
Stand thou auſpicious ! 


Euter Orv StEPHERD, CLowNn, Mors a, Dorcas; 
mv/th PoLIXENEs, CamilLo, and ſervantss Po- 
LIXENES and CANILLO, diſguis'd. 


Flor. See your s approach; 
Addreſs Yourſelf 3 em ſprightly, — 
And let's be red with mirth. : 
Old Step. Fie, daughter, when my old wife liv'd, upon 
This day, ſhe was both pantler, butler, ceok, 
Both dame and ſervant; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Wou'd ſing her ſong, and dance her turn; now here, 
At upper end o' th* table; now th” middle; | 
On his ſhoulder, and his; her face o“ fire, 
With labour; and the thing ſhe took to quench it, 
She wou'd to each one ſip: you are retir'd, 
As if you were a ſeaſted one, and not 
The hoſteſs of the meeting; pray you, bid 
Theſe unknown friends to's welcome; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known, 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and preſent youtteli, 
That which you are, miſtreſs o' th" feaſt : come oo, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheep- heat ing. 
As your good flock ſhall proſper, 
Perd. Sirs, welcome. 
It is my father's will, I ſhou'd take on me 
The hoſteſs-ſhip o'th* day ; ybu're welcome, „. 
Give me thoſe flowers there, Dorcas 4 rev/// br 
For you, there's roſemary, and rue z the, /cep 
Sceming and favour all the winter long 
Grace and remembrance be unto you i /i, 
| [To Pe;;-/ nes and Camillo. 
And welcome to our ſhearing, 
Polix. Shepherdels, 
A fair one are you; well you £4 our ages 
Wich flowers of winter, 
Perd. Here are flowers for you; [To others. 
Pinks, ro'es, gay carnativns, flaunting woodbine, 
Ihe mary-gold, that goes to bed with the ſun, 


And 


| 


| 


' Your praiſes are ioo large; but that your youth 
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And with him riſes weeping : theſe are flowers 
Of middle ſummer; and I think are given 
To men of middle age. You're very welcome. . 
Cam. I ſhog'd leave grazing were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing, 
Perd, Out, alas! 
You'd be fo lean, that blaſts of January | 
Wou'd blow you thro? and thro'*—now, my faireſt friend, 
I wou'd I had ſome flowers o* th* ſpring, that might 
Become your time of day ; and yeurs, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin-branckes yet 
Your maiden honours growing: daffadils, 
That come before the allow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; vilets dim, 
But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroſes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phcebus in his firength ; © gold oxlips and 
G The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds 


22 


The flower de lis being one; o'theſe, 1 Jack _ 


To make you garlands of, and my ſweet friend, | 
To ſtrow him o'er- and o'er. 

Flor. What? like a: corſe ? 

: wa | - [Apart to Fro. 

Perd. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on; 
Not like a corſe— come, come, take your flowers; 
Mcthinks, I play, as I have ſeen them do 
In Whitfun paſtorals ; ſure this robe of mine 
Does change my diſpoſition. 

Flor. Whar you do, 


Still betters what is done—when you fpeak, ſweet, 


I'd have you do it ever; whea you fing, 


I'd have you buy and ſell ſo; fo give alms; 
Pray, ſo; and for the ordering your affairs, 
Too ſing them too, and when you dance 

| Like a ſmooth wave by gentleſt winds heav'd up, 


So move you to the mulic's dulcet breath, 
That I cou'd wiſh the motion were perpetual. 
Perd. O Doricles, | 


And 


— 
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And the true blood which peeps forth fairly thro? it, 
Do plainly give you our an unſtain'd ſhepherd; - 
With wiſdom, I might fear, my Doricles, | 
You woo'd me the falſe way. 
Flor, I think, you have 
As little {kill to fear, as I have purpoſe 
To put you to't. But come; our dance, I pray; 
Your hand, my Perdita; fo turtles pair | 
That never mean to part. 
* Perd, I'll ſwear for em. 1 
Old Sbep. Come, come, daughter, leave for a while 
theſe private dalliances, and love-whiſperings, clear uß 
your pipes, and call, as cuſtom is, our neighbour ta 
your ſhearing. 


Perd, I will obey you. 


8 E N G. — | 


J. 


Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks vue muff ſhear 3 
Jn your holy-day ſuits, with your laſſes appear: 
The happige/t of folk, are the guiltleſs and free, * 
A who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy as we ? x 


. 


We harbour ns paſſions, by luxury taught ; ? 
We praftiſe no arts, with hypocriſy fraught ; 

What we think in our heart you may read in our ct; 

For knowing no falſbood, wwe need no diſguiſe. 


III. 
By mode and caprice are the city dames lud, 
© But we, as the children of nature, are bred; - 


© By her hand alone, we are painted and argſi d; 
For the roſes will bloom, when there's peace in the breaft. 


IV. 


WY" 1 | 
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* 


Dat giant, ambition, aue never can dread; 


© Our roofs are too low, for ſo lofty a heat ; 
® Content and ſueet chearfulneſs open our door, 
Lg. ſmile with the funple, and feed with the poor 


V. 


When love has poſſaſtd us, that love we reveal ; 
Like the flotks that wwe fecd, are the paſſions we feel ; 
S harmle/5 and ſimple wwe ſport, and we play, 

And leave 10 fine folks to deceive and betray, 


Polix.. This is the prettieſt low-born laſs that ever 
Ran on the green-ſward ; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems,. 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herſelf, 


Too noble for this place. 
Cam. He tells her ſomething, 


Thar makes her blood look out; good ſooth, ſhe is, 


The queen of curds and cream. 
Clxwn. Come on our dance —ſtrike up. 
Dor. Mopſa muſt be your miſtreſs, marry, Buy ſome 


* Garlick to mend her kiſſing with. 


Moa. Now, in good time, muſk will not mend; 
E thine,” | | 

Dor. Thou aft 4 falſe man; did'ſt net thou ſwear 
(it was but yeſternight in the turret, over the dove 
hoyſe), how that at your ſhearing you wou'd this day 
ſhame Mopſa, and 

Daun. Hold, ye maidens; hold ye not a word—ye 


| Rand upon our manners here, come ſtrike up. 


Mep/a. Here's to do; marry Ill ſwear he promis'd me 


$3 long enough afore that in the hay - field by the token, 


© our curate came by, arid whereof all our folk were 
© gone further a field; he advis'd us to get vp, and go 
© home quickly, for that the dew fell apace and the 
© ground was dank, and unhealthſome; more nor that, 
you promisd me gloves, and ribbands, and knacks at 
the fair, - and more nor that—— 


Clown, Not a word; not a word more, wenches. 
1 Dore. 
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Dor. Marry, come up! others have had promiſes, as 
well as ſome— but I have heard old folks in the pariſi- 
fay, that ſome folks have been proud and courtly, aud 
falſe - hearted ever ſince ſome folks father found a pot of 
money by the ſea- ſide here, —But I ſay nothing. 

Clown, Come, come, ſtrike up. 


A dance of ſhipberds and fepberdaſſre 


Poli. I pray, good ſhepherd, what fair ſwain is this, 
Who dances with your daughter ? fa Ft 
Old Sbep. They call him Doricles, and he boaſts himſelf 
To have a worthy breeding; but I have it , 
Upon his own report, and I believe it: WD, 
He looks like ſooth; he ſays, he loves my daughter 
I think ſo too; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll ſtand and read A, 
As twere my daughter's eyes; and, to be plain, 8 
J think there is not half a kiſs to chuſe, ! 
Who loves the other beſt. 

2 1 featly. by | 

Old Shep. ſhe does any thing, t I report it 
That Mod'd be ſilent: if 3 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that, 
Which he not dreams off. | 


(Pork 43. and OT D SHEPHERD. talk cart. 
Enter a Servant. 


Serv. O, Maſter, if you did but hear the pedlar at 
the door, you wou'd never dance again after a tabor and 
pipe: No; the bagpipe could not move you; he ſings: 
ſeveral tunes faſter than you'll tell money; he utters 
8 them, as he had eaten ballads, and all men's ears grow 

do his tunes. 

Clown. He cou'd never come better; he ſhall come 
in; I love : _ but eyen-too well; if it 8 
matter merrily ſet down; or a. very pleaſant thing in- 
deed, and ſung lamentably. n 8 o_ 

| rv, 


— 
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Serv. He hath ſongs for man or woman of all ſizes: 
© no milliner can fo fit his cuſtomers with gloves ; he has 
© the prettieſt love-ſongs for maids, ſo without bawdry 
* (which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens of 
jump her and thump ber; and where ſome ſtretch- 
© mouth'd raſcal wou'd, as it were, mean miſchief, and 
© break a foul gap into the matter, he makes the maid 
© to anſwer==Whoop, do me no harm, good man—puts 
© him off, lights him, with—//boop, do me no harm, 
. © good man. h 
. * Polix. This is a brave fellow. | 

© Clown. Believe me, thou talk'ſt of an admirable con- 
© ceited fellow; has he any unbraided wares ? : 

Serv. He hath ribbands of all colours th? rainbow; 
© points, more than all the lawyers in Bythinia can 
4 learnedly handle, though they came to him by the 
© oroſs ; inkles, caddiſſes, cambricks, lawns; why, he 
* ſings them over, as they were gods and goddeſſes ; you 
would think a ſmock a ſhe-angel, he ſo chaunts to the 
« fleeve-hand, and the work about the ſquare on't,.* 
F Clown, Priythee, bring him in, and let him approach 

n ing. * ; ö 4 
: La Come your ways, good man pedlar, and my 

ng maſter wills that you approach ſinging. K 

Herd. Forewarn him that he uſe no ſcurrilous wor 
© in's ſongs, ded | 
_ © Clown. You have of theſe pedlars, that have more 

« in 'em than you think, ſiſter. 


+ Perd. Ay, good brother, or go about to think.” 


— 


A Emer Auroricus ging. 
Lawn, as white as driven ſnow, 
Cyprus, black as &er was crow ; 
Gloves, as ſtueet as damaſk roſes, 
Maſks, for faces, and for noſes; 
Bugle bracelets, necklace amber, | 
Perfume, for a lady's chamber; 

Glien coiſi, and flomachers, 

1 For my lads to give their dears: 


. 


Pin 
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Pins, and poaking-ſlicks of fleel, 
* What maids lack from head to heel :* 
Come buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy, 
Buy lads, or elſe your laſſes cry. 
Come buy, &c. | 

Cleton. If I were not in love with Mopſa, thou ſhou'd'ft 
take no money of me ; but being enthralled as I am, it 
will alſo be the bondage of certain ribbands and gloves. 

Mop/a. I was promis'd them againſt the feaſt, but 
they come not too late now, 

0 He hath promis'd you more than that, or there 
liars. 

Mopſa. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: may 
be, he hath paid you more, which will ſhame you to 
give him again. 

Clown, Is there no manners left among you maids? 
is there not milking time, or when you are going to 
bed, to whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, but you muſt be tittle- 
tattle before all our gueſts ? *cis well they are whiſpering, 
clamour your tongues, and not a word more. 

Mop/a. I have done: come, you promis d me ſome lawn 
and ſome lace, and ſome nibbands, and a pair of gloves. 

Clown, Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by 
the way, and loſt all my money ? 

Antol. And, indeed, Sir, Gree are cozeners abroad ; 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clown. Fear not, thou, man thou ſhalt loſe no- 
thing here. 

utel. I hope fo, Sir; for I have about me many 
parcels of charge. 

Clawn, What haſt here? ballads ? 
 Mogfa. Pray now buy ſome; I love a ballad in print, 
Or a life ; for then we are ſure they are true, 

Autol, Here's one, to a very doleful tune, how a 
uſurer's wiſe was brought to-bed-with twenty money 
bags at a burthen, and how ſhe long'd to eat adders 
heads, and toads carbonado'd. 

Mogya. Is it true, think you? 

Autol. Very true, and but a month old. 

Dorc. Bleſs me, from ing an uſurer ! 

Autol. Here's the midwife's name. to it; and five or 
fix honeſt wives that were preſent, N ſhou'd I carry 


les abroad? 
B Mopſa. 


—_— 
— 
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Mapſa. Pray, you now, buy it. 

' Clown, Come on; lay it by; let's firſt ſee more bal 
lads ; We'll, buy, the other things anon. 

Autol. Here's another ballad of a fiſh, that appear'd 
upon the coaſt on Wedne/Zay the fourſcore of April, forty 
thouſand fabom abore water, and ſung this ballad, a- 
Daaden hard hearts of maids: it was thought ſhe was 

a woman, and ; turn'd/ into a cold fiſh; for ſhe; wou'd not- 
exchange fleſn with one that lov'd her: the] ballad is 
very a and as true. 

- Pore, 1 it true. too, think you? 

Autol. Five juſtices hands at it; ; and witneſſes more- 
than my pack wall hold, 

Cloaun. Lay it by too Another. 
Autol. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 
Mopſa. Leise bhave ſome merry ones. 

Aulul. Why, this is a paſſing merry one, and goes to 
the tune of cue 6ids Woding 4 mn: there's ſcarce a maid 
weſtward but {be fivgs it: tis in requeſt, I can tell you. 

" Mopſa. We can both ſing it—and if our Nicholas will 
bear a part, thou ſhalt bear i | nd tis in three parts. 

Dorc. We had the tune on't a month ago. 

Ar I can; bean my part, I warrant you—have at it 
with you. 

Cu. Nicholas, Doreas,. aud Mop/a can ſing that: 
we had the tune on t. a month ago Come, rer 
ſtrike up- [£3 £67 ' 

S 7 N G. 
Map. Get you fence, fob I'm fe g, 
I here it fits not yau to fn, 
r. Whithe,? Mop, O Whither 2 Dor. Whither 8 © 
op. It becomes thy oath full cu,, 
Thou ta me thy Jet rets rl; - 
Dir. 0 Me roo, let me 20+ hither * 
Mop. Or thbu got to the grange, or mill, 
Pur. 14 to either thou ts All. 

Man. Neither. Dor, what either 9 Man. neither 

Dor. Thou has corn my lowe to le; 5 

Mov. Thqu haff worn it more to the': 

Doch. 7. bo, aher goefl'? Jay, <vhbither !? 


\ Glow We'll have this ſong ot anon by ourſelves: : 
My father and the genilemen are in ſad talk, 
And we N not trouble them & come, bring away 
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The pack after me. Wenches, I'II buy for you both: 
Pedlar, let's have the firſt choice. Follow me, girls. 
[ Exeant Clown, Mepfa, and Dorcas. 
Hutol. And you ſhall pay well tor 'em, [ Thdts, 


S O N G. 
Mill you buy any , or lace for * cape 
My dainty duck my "AY, 2— 


Any "ilk and read? ? a % L Pas head, 


Of the neweſt, 4 u a — 
(Come to the pedlar ; ; 2 a medler, 
That doth utter all men's ware a 


[Ex. Aut. Lads and Laſſes. 


Enter Leontes and Cleomines, from the farmhouſe, 
Cem. Why will you not repoſe you, Sir? thele ſports, | 
The idle mertiments of hearts at eaſe, | 
But ill will ſuit the colour of your mind. 

Leont. Peace I enjoy them in a better ſort 
Cleomines, look on this pretty damſel; 

[Pointing ro PeRDITA: 

Haply ſuch age, ſuch innocence and beauty, 
Hud our dear daughter own'd, had not my hand — 
O had I not the courſe of natuke ſtoppꝰd 
On weak ſurmiſe —<T will not think that way —— 
And yet I muſt always, and ever muſt, 

Clæom. No more, my liege 


Llont. Nay, Iwill gaze upon her; each ſalt dropt 


That trickles down my cheek, relieves my heart, 
Which elle wou'd burſt with anguiſh, 


PaLiIx. (to Can.) 

Ts it not too far gone ? *tis time to partb em; ; 

Cam, He's fimple, and tells much. 

Polix. How now, fair ſhepherd ; * Flor. 
Your heart is full of ſomething that does take 
Your mind from feaſting. Sooth, when 1 was your g, 
And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my ſhe with knacks: I would have ran ſack'd 
The pedlar's ſilken treaſury, and have pour'd it 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him, If your laſs 
* [nterpretanon ſhould abuſe, and call this 
* Your lack of love or bounty, you were ſtraĩted 
* For a reply, at leaſt, if you make care | 
« Of happy holding her.“ kd | 4 
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Flor. Old Sir, I know: 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are : 
The gifts ſhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Up in my heart; which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd, O hear me breathe my love 
Before this ancient Sir; who, it ſhould-ſeem, 
Hath ſome time lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand, 
As ſoft as dove's down, and as white as it, 
Or AZthiopian's tooth, or the fann'd ſnow, 
That's bolted by the northern blaſt twice o'er, 

Polix. What follows this? E 

Leont, How prettily the young ſwain ſeems to waſh 
"The hand was fair before ? . 

Polix, You've put him out; 
e let me hear 
What you profeſs, 

Flr. Do; and be witneſs to't. 

Polix. And this my neighbour too. 

Flor. And he, and more | 
Than he, and men; the earth, and heav'ns, and all; 
That were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch, 
Thereof moſt worthy ; were I the faireſt youth 
That ever made eye ſwerve, had force and knowledge, 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize 'em 
Without her love ; for her employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her ſervice, 
Or to their own perdition. 

Poli. Fairly offer'd. 

Leont. This ſhews a ſound affection. 

Old Sbep. But, my daughter, 

Say you the like to him? 

Pierd. I cannot ** | 

Sg well; moe o well; no, nor mean better, 

By the pattern of my own thoughts, I cut out 

The purity of his, . 

Old Shep. Take hands —a bargain; 

And, friends unknown, you ſhall bear witneſs to't. 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flor. O, that muſt be 
Pth'virtue of your daughter; one being dead, 

I ſhall have more than you can dream of yet ; 
Enough then, -for Jour wonder: but come on; 
Contact us fore thee witneſſes. 
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Ol Shep. Come, your hand; 
And, daughter, yours. | 

Poliz. Soft, ſwain, a-while ; beſeech you, 
Have you a father : | 

Flor. I have; but what of him? 

Polix, Knows he of this? ; 

Flor. He neither does, nor ſhall. 

Polix. Methinks a father | 
Is, at the nupiial of his ſon, a gueſt 3 
That becomes the table: pray you, once mote; 

Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reaſonable affairs ? is he not ſtupid | | 
With age, and aliring rheums ? can he ſpeak ? hear? 
Know man from man ? diſpute his own eltate ? 

Lies he not bed-rid, and again, does nothing 

But what he did being childiſh ? 

Fler. No, good Sir; | | 
He has his health, and ampler ſtrength indeed, 

Than moſt have of his age. | 

Polix. By my white beard, 

You offer him, if this be ſo, a wrong 

Something unfilial: reaſon my ſon 

Shou'd chuſe himſelf a wife ; but as good reaſon, | 

The father (all whoſe joy is nothing elſe | 

But fair poſterity) ſhou'd hold ſome council 8 

In ſuch a buſineſs. | 
Flor. | yield all this: 

Bur for ſome other reaſons, my grave fir, 

Which 'tis not fit you know; I not acquaint 

My father of this buſineſs, 

Polia. Let him know't. 

Flor. He. ſhall not. 

Polix. Pr'ythee, let him. 

Lent, O let him. 

Flor. No; he muſt not. : 

Old Shep. Let him, my ſon, he fhall not heed to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flor. Come, come, he muſt not : | 
| Mark our contract. 

Polix. [ Diſcovering himſelf.) Mark your divorce, | 

young fir ; 
Whom ſon J dare not call; thou art too baſe 
To be acknowledged. Thou, a ſcepter's heir, 
That thus affect ſt a ſheep-hook ! 
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Leont\ ¶ Amar d.] How! Polixenes ! what myſt'ry is Uhjs | 
F want the power to throw. me at his feet, 


Nor can d bear his eyes— 


[ Leans on Cleomines, and they go apart. 
Poli. And thou, old traitor, [To the Old Step. 
Pm ſorry, that by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one-week ; and thou, freſh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The royal fool thou cop'ſt wit 
Perd. O my hear ! 
Polix. I'll have thy beauty ſerateh'd with briars, and made 
ore homely than thy ſtate. For thee, fond boy, | 
Leber know thou figh*it to fre this knack, as never more 
I mean theu ſhalt, we'll bar thee: from ſucceſſion ; 


Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin; 


* Farther than education of: mark thou, my words; 
Follow us to the court. hou churlz for this time, 
Thoꝰ full of our diſpleaſure, yet we free thee | 

* Fiom the dead blow of it; and you-enchantment, 

« Worthy enough a herdſman; yea, him too, 
That makes himſelf, but for our honor therein, 

„ Unworthy thee ;? if ever heneefor:h, thou 
Theſegural latches to his entrance open, 


— 


Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 
Iwill devile-a dea h as cruel-for thee, 


As thou art tender to endure it. [Z. Pol. and. Cam. 
Perd. Now he is gone, I have ta'en heart—yet when 
He froven%U and Lond us unlike a King 


I was not: much afraid; for once or twice, 


2 


+ 


I was about to ſpeak, and tell him plaly, 
The ſeli-ſame ſon, that ſt1ves upon his court, 
Hides not his viſage from qur cuttage, but 
Eooks on all alike—wiPt pleaſe you, ſir, be gone? [ToFl. 
I rold you, wha: wou'd hap'— 
Being now awake, 
From this ſame royal dream of mine, 
III queen it no inch farther, | 
But milk my cwes, and weep. = | 

Lezont, How now, old father? [ Coming ſor ward. 
Good ſhepherd, ſpeuk. 

Old Sbep. I cannot ſpeak, nor thiak, 
Nor dare to know, that which | know—O fir, {To Flor. 
You have undone à man of fourſcore three, 


That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea, 5 
* N = ; a 
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To die upon the bed my father dy d, 

To lie cloſe by his honeſt bones; but now 

Some hangman muſt put on my ſhroud, and lay me 

Where no prieſt ſhovels in duſt -O curſed wreech ! | 
[To Perd, 

Thou k new'ſt this was the prince, and would'ſt adventure 

To mingle faith with him Undone ! undone ! 

If I might. die this hour, I have liv'd | 

To die when Ldefire, [Exit 

Perd. O my poor father! 

« Leont. The honeſt wrerch, he helpt us at our need 
] will no longer veil me in this cloud, [To Cleom. 
But plead unmaſk d, this good old ſhepherd” s cauſe 
Before my own; ev'n at Bythinia's knees. [To Perd. 

Flor. Why look you ſo upon me? 

I am but ſorry, not afraid; delay d, | 
But nothing alter'd ; what! was, I am, WY 
And ever ſhall be thine, my Perdita, Pe 
. 'Perd, Alas, alas! my lord; theſe! eren ure Bech? 
How often have I told you *twou'd be thus, = 
How often ſaid, my dignity * lait 
But 'till *twere known? 

Flor. It cannot fail, but by 

The violation of my faith-; ; and then 
Let nature cruſh the ſides o'thꝰ earch together, 

Apd mar the feeds within! lift up thy looks. 

From my ſucceſſion wipe me, father; 1 
Am heir to my affection. 

Leont, Be advt>'d: 
Flor. I am, and by my fancy; if my reaſon 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reaſon ; 

It not, my ſenſes, better pleas d with medocly 

Do bid it welcome. 
Leont.. This is defp* rate, firt 
Flor. So call it; but it does fulfil = & vow ; | therefore 

] needs muſt think it horelty 5. + 
Th' effect of irueit love I'know'it is. 75 
My heart is anchur'd here, as rooted as the rocks, 
Who itand the raging of the roaring deep,” 
I'mmove able, and fix d —let nt come on —— ; 
1'i] brave the tempeſt! N £4 

Perd. Be patient, Doris. 
Leont. Paſſion trauſports you, princes be calm a while 

Scorn. net my years and counſel, but attend: 

- B 4 My 


* 
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My lowly ſeeming, and this outward garment, 
But il] denote my quality and office — 
Truſt io my words, tho" myſt'ry obſeures em 
I know the king your father, and if time, 
And many accidents (ceaſe, fooliſh tears) 
Have not effac'd my image from his breaft, 
Perhaps he'll liſten to me—I am ſorry, 
Moſt forry, you have broken from bis liking, 
Where you were ty'd in duty ; and as forry 
Your choice is not ſo rich in wealth as beauty, 
That you might well atchieve her—Priace, you know 
Proſperity's the very bond of love, 
Whole freſh complexion, and whoſe heart together, 
Aſſliction alters, | 
Herd. One of theſe is true; 
I think affliction may ſubdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 
Leont. Yea, ſay you ſo? _- 
There ſhall not at your father's houſe, theſe ſeven years, 
Be born another ſuch. 
Flor. O reverend fir ! If you have pow'r and will to 
friend our cauſe, 
As you wou'd wiſh a child of your own youth 
To meet his happineſs in love, ſpeak for me; 
Remember, ſince you ow'd nv more to time | 
Than I do now; and with thought of like affections, 
Step forth my advocate, | 
Leont. You touch me deep, 
Deep, to the qui k, ſweet prince; alas! alas4 
I loft a daughter that twixt beav'n and earth 
Might thus have ſtood begetting wonder, as 
Yon lovely maiden does of that no more ; — 
Jl] to the king your father—this our compact, 
- Your honor not v'crthrown by your deſires, 
I am friend to them and you. [Ex. Leon. and Cleom. 
Fler. Dear, look up; 
Tho! fortune, viſible an enemy, 
Shou'd chace us with my father; power, no jot 
Hath the to change our loves. | 
Pird. Alas, my lord, 
Bethink yourſelf, as 1 do me. Heav'o knows, 
All faults I make, when I do come to know em, 
I do pepent—Alas! I've ſhewn too much 
A maiden's firapleneſs ; I have detray'd, 
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Unwittingly divorc'd a noble prinee 
From a dear father's love; have caus'd him fel 
His preſent honor, and his hop'd reverſion, 
For a poor ſheep hook, and its lowly miſtreſs, 
Ot leſſer price than that—beſeech you, Sir, 
Ot your own ſtate take care, drown the remembrance 
Of me, my father's cott, and theſe poor beautics 
Wrong'd by your praiſe too often. 
Flor. My Perdita, | 
How ſweetiy do'ſt thou plead againſt thyſelf ? 
Let us retire, my love—again I ſwear, 
Not for Bythinia, nor the pomp that may 
Be there vut-glean'd ; for all the ſun eye ſees, 
The cloſe earth won. bs, or the protound ſeas hide 
In unkaown fathoms, will I break my oath, 
To thee, my fair betroth'd—with thee I'll fly 
From ſtormy regions and a low'ring tky ; | 
Where no baſe views our purer miads ſhall move; 
And all our wealth be innocence and love. [ Exennt» 
f END or THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT 111. SCENE, A Wood. 
Emer AvToLi1cus, is rich cloaths- 


AUTOLICUS, 

OW fortune drops into the mouth of the diligent 

man !—ſee, if I be not transform'd courtier again 
—four filken gameſters, who attended the king, and 
were revelling by themſelves, at ſome diſtance rom the 
ſhepherds, have drunk ſo plentifully, that their weak 
brains are turn'd topſy-turvy—l found one of em, an 
old court comrade of mine, retir'd from the reſt, ſober- 
ing himſelf with ſleep under the ſhade of a hawthorn; I 
made uſe of our antient familiarity to exchange gar- 
ments with him ; the pedlar's cloaths are on his back, 
and the pack by his fide, as empty as his pockets, for I 
have fold all my trumpery ; not a counterteit ſtone, nor 
a ribband, glatis, pomander, browch, table · book, ballad, 
knite, tape, glove, ſhoe-tie, bracelet, horn; they throng'd 
who ſhou'd buy firſt, as if my trinkets had been ballow'd, 
and brought a benediction to the buyer; by which means 
I faw whoſe purſe was beſt in picture; and what I aw 
to my good ule I maß good Claws (who | 
wants 
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wan's but ſomething to be a reaſonable man) grew fo ith 
we with the wenches ſong, that:he wou'd not flir his. 
 -rtitoes till he had tune and words, which ſo drew the 
«ſt of the heid io me, that all their other ſenſes fluck. 
8 ears : no hearing, no feeling, but y ſn 's ſong; and: 
denen ah the nothing of: it, .1 pick'd and cut muſt of 
their tel 10 urſes; and bad not the- old man come in- 
with a whoo- bub agatyſt his daughter and the king's ſon, | 
and ſeard 1 hy choughs- from the chaff, I had not left a. 
purſe alive in\the whole army ;-—ha, ba, ha, u hat a tool 
Huneſty-13-: and Truſt, his ſworn brother, a very fimple- 
gentle man! I'ive this is the time the unjuſt n an doth 
thrive; the gods do this year connive at us, and we- 
may da any thing extempore—aſide, aſide, here 1 is more 
matter for a hot brain. Ev'ry lane's end, ev'ry. ſh p- 
church, ſeſſion, hanging, yields a careful man work. 
Enter Ci-own aud QLD SHEP. view | - Bf 
oats, ſee, what a man you are now—there | 18. | 
tber way, but to teil the king ſhe is a c ein 
oe. — of your fleſh and blood, , | — 
Oid Shep. Nay, but hear me. 
teten. Nay, but hear me. : 7 
Oll Shep, Go to, then —— 
Clown, Let him know the truth of the matter ;. how: 
you found her by the ſra-fide {ime erybreem years a- 
gone; that there was. this bundie with her, with the 
things and trinkets contained therein; but there was. 
me money. too, which. being ſpent in nurſing her, yon , 
need ſay nothing about it, together with all the cir- 
cumſtances of the whole affair;, do it, I;fay, 
Old Shep. And what then, think'ſt chou? 
Clown. Why then, ſhe being none of yur fleſh and; 
bloy d, your folk and blood has not offended the king, 
avd (+ your fleſh and blood is not to be puniſh'd by 
bim: Sbew. thoſe thing I ſay, you ſound about her. 
* thiſe ſecret thiogs ;. this being ah let the law go- 
«© whiltle—e[ warranc, you.” 
. OH Sep. I will tell the king all. ever ad. ; yea, and» 
his ſon's pranks too; Who, I may ſay, is no honeſt man, 
n Either to bis * nor to me, to go about to make me 
hi king's brotrer-in law. 
He, Indeed, brothcr-in-law was the fartheſt off, 
d bave been d bim; and then your blood had. 
bas , dcusct, by Knew not hon much an i 2 ; 
{9 
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Autol. Very wiſely, puppies. LA. 

Oid Shep. Well, let vs to the king'; there is that in 
this fardel, will make him ſcratch his heard. | 

Cl.wn. Pray heartily he be at the palace. 

Autol, How new, ruſtics, whither are you bound? 

[Coming 3 a 

Old Sbep To th' palace, an' it like your worſhip. __ . 

Autol. Your affairs there? what? with whom ? the 
condition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, your 
names, your age, of what having, breeding, and any 
thing that is fiiting to be known, diſcover, a 

Clown, We are but plain fellows, fir. _ 6 

Autol. Alye—you are rough and hairy; let: me have 
no lying, it becomes none but tradeſmen. -<- _ 
Ou Shep. Are yod a courtier, an' like you, ſir? 
Aulol. Whether it like me or no, I am a cour der 
ſce'it thou not the air of the court in theſe enfoldin 17 
hath not my gait in it the meaſure of the court? receives 
not thy no e court-odour from me? reflect not I on thy 
baſeneſs, court-contempt ? think*ſt. thou for that I inſi 
nuate, or toze from thee thy buſinels, Lam therefore no- 
courtier? I am a courtier cap-à pee; and one that wi 
either oe In, or puſh back ihy buſigeſs there; wheres 
upon, | command thee to open thy affair. : 

Otd Ship. My buſinels, fir, is to the king. 
Auatol. What advocate haſt thou to him? wp 
Old Shep. I know not, and't like you. - Advocate! 
[ {fide ro Clown. 
_ Clown, Advocate's the court word for a pheaſant ; ſay 
you have none. [ Apart, 

Old Shep. None, Sir; I have no phea ant, cock nor hen. 

Autol. How bleſt are we, that are not ſimple men! 
Vet nature might have made me as thele are, #4 
Therefore I will not diſdain, | [Hides 
Clown, to Shep. This cannot but be a great courier, , 

* Old Shep. to Clown, His garments aze rich, but he 
© wears em not handſomely, | 
. * Clan. He ſeems to be more noble,” in being fo 
noble and fantaſtical; a great man, I'II warrant, 1 know: 
by the picking of his. teeth, 

Autol.. The bundie there, what's is the bundle? 
Wherefore that box ? 
' Old Shep. Sir, there Ve ſuch ſecrets in this fardel and 
box, which none nut know but the king; aud whictt 
wy 3. 0 he 


36 ru WINT ENS TALE, on. 


he ſhall know within this hour, if I may come to th' 
ſpeech of him. 5 | 
© Aatol. Aye, thou haſt loſt thy labour. 
Old Shep. Why, Sir ? | 
Auel. The king is not at the palace, he's gone a- 
board a new ſhip, to purge melancholy, and air bimſelf ; 
for if thou be'ſt capable of th ngs ſerious, thou muſt 
know the king is full of grief. 
Old Shep. So, tis ſaid, fir, about his ſon that ſhou'd 
have marry'd a ſhepberd's daughter. ; 
| Aut. If that ſhepherd be not in hand faſt, let him 
fly the curſes he ſhall have; the tortures be ſhall feel 
will break the heart of wan, the back of monſter. 
Ola Shep. Think you ſo, Sir? | 
Autol. Not he, alone, ſhall ſuffer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter ; but thoſe that are ger- 
main to him, tho' remov'd fifty times, ſhall all come 
under the bangman; which, tho? it be great pity, 
« yet it is neceſſary; an old ſheep-whiftling rogue, a 
' ram-tender, to offer to have his daughter come into 
race Some ſay he ſhall be ſton'd; but that death is 
roo foft for him, fay I: draw our throne into a ſheep- 
cot! all deaths are too few, the ſharpeſt too eaſy. 
Clown. Has the old man Cer a fon, fir, do you hear, 
an't like you, fir? | a 
Auto]. He has a ſon, who ſhall be flay'd alive, then 
*nointed over with honey, ſet on the head of a waſp's 
neſt ; then ſtand *till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead ; then recover'd again with aqua-viiz, or ſome 
other hot infefion ; then (raw as he is, and in the hot- 
teſt day prognoſtication pr« claims) ſhall he be ſet againſt 
a brick wall, the ſun looking with a ſouthward eye up- 
on him, where he is to Lehold him with flies, blown to 
death; but what talk we of theſe traitorly taſcals, whoſe 
miſeries are to be ſmil'd at, their offences being ſo capi- 
tal? tell me. (for you ſeem to be honeſt, plain men) 
what you have to the king; being ſomething gently 
contider'd, I'll bring you where he is, tender your per- 
ſoos to his preſence, whifper him in your behalf, and if 
it be in man, beſides the king, to effect your ſuits, here 
3s a man ſhall do it. 3 
Clown. He ſeems to be of great authority ; cloſe with 
him, give bim gold; tho” authority be a ſtobborn bear, 
| yet he is often led by the noſe with gold; ſhew * | 
N de 
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fide of your purſe to the outſide of his hand, and no 
more adv ;' remember ſton'd and flay'd alive. 
1 [-4fide to Old Shep. 

Old Shep. And't pleaſe you, Sir, to undertake the bu- 
fineſs tor us, here is that gold 1 have; Pll make it as 
much more, and leave this young man in pawn ull 1 
bring it you. 

Auto!. After J have done what I promis'do—n—_ 

Clown, Ay, fir. | 

Autol, Well, give me the moiety—* are you a party 
in this buſineſs ? | ? 
© Clown, In ſome fort, fir; but tho' my caſe be a 
« pitiful one, I hope I ſhall not be flay d out of it. . 

Autol. O, that's the caſe of the ſhepherd's ſon; 
* hang him, he'll be made an example. 

* Clrun, to Sbep. Comfort! good comfort! we muſt 
© tothe king, and ſhew our ſtrange fights; he muſt know 
* *tis none of your daughter, nor my filter; we are 
gone elſe—Sir, I will give you as much as this old 
man does, when the bulineſs is perform'd, and re- 
main, as he ſays, your pawn till it be brought you,” 
 Aatol. Iwill truſt you; walk before toward the ſea- 
fide ; go on the right hand, 1 will but look upon the 
hedge, and follow you. | 

Od Shep, Let's before as he bids us, he was provid- 
ed to do us good. | 

Clown, We are bleſt in theſe men, as 1 may ſay, 
e*cn bleſt; and now tho” my caſe be a pitiful one, I 
have ſome hope I ſhall not be flay'd out of it. # 

[ Exeuat Old Shep. and Clown, 

Antel, If I had a mind to be honeſt, I ſee fortune wou'd 
not ſuffer me; ſhe drops booties in my mouth -I am 
courted now, with a double occaon: gold, and a means 
to do the king good; which, who knows how that may 
turn to my advancement! I will bring theſe two moles, 
theſe blind ones before him; if that the complaint t 
have to the king concerns him nothing, let him call me 
rogue for being ſo far officious; I am proof againſt that 


title, and what ſhame elle belongs to it: to him will I 
s preſent them; there may be matters in it,” [Exit, 
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8 CEN E, Paviins's Houſe 
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, Eur PAULINA a a GENTLEMAN«- 


Paul. Beſeech you, ſir, now that my firſt burſt of 
joy is over, and my ebbing ſpirits no longer bear down 
my attention, give my ear again the circumſtances of 
this ſtrange ſtory: Leontes arriv'd;; eſcap'd from the 
fury of the ſea! veil'd in the 'irmblance of a poor ſhep- 
herd! and has how. thrown hiniſelf ioto the arms of 
Polixenes ! *tis- a chan of wonders ! Y 


was preſent at the interview. 
Paul. Speak, ſir, ſpeak.; tell me all, - 
Gent. Soon as our king returned to the palace, he re- 
tired with the good Game, to lament the unhappy and: 
ul-plac'd affection of his ſon: yet, as gleams of-ſanſhine 
oft break in upon a- ſtorm, ſo, thro' all his indignation;. 
there burſt out by intervals paiernal love and ſorrow ; 
iwas brought him that a, perton of no great ſee ming. 
imreated admittance; a refuſal was return'd to this bo! 
requeſt ; but the ſtranger, unaw'd by this diſcourage-- 
ment, advanced to the king's preſence: his boldneſs had 
met with an equal punihment, had he not on the ſud- 
den aſſum'd a majeſty. ot mien and feature, that threw a 
kind of radiance over his peaſent garb, and fixt all who 
ſaw him with ſilent wonder and admiration, 
Paul. Well, but Polixenes! | 

Gent, He ſteꝑt forth to the ſtranger ; but ere he cou'd 
enquire the reaſons of his preſumption—behold, ſaid- 
Leontes burſting into grief, behold the unhappy king, 
that much hath wrong d you—behold Leonies !—On- 


"this the king ſtarted from him—true,. I have wrong'd: 


you, cry d Leontes; but if penitence tan atone for 
wilt, behold theſe eyes, wept dry with honeſt ſorrow; 
this breaſt, rent with honeſt anguiſh : and if you can 
ſuſpect that my heart yet harbours thoſe paſſiuns which 
ance infelled it, here, I offer it to your ſword; lay it 
open to tbe day | | 
Faul. O, the force, the charm of returning virtue l. 
Ct. Its charm was felt, indeed, by the generous: 
king; for at once forgetting that fatal enmity that had. 
fo long divided them, he embrac'd the penitent Leontes 
wund ine unfeign'd warmth of one who had found a ag” 
: dit 
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Þb@& friend, return'd beyond hope from. baniſument or 
death; while Leontes, overwhelm'd with ſuch nnlook'd+- 
tor goodnels, fell on his neck, and wept ;. thus they 
ttood embracing and embrac'd, in duntb and noble ſors 
row ! their old triendſhip being thus renew'd,, Leontes 
began his interceihon ior prince Flonzelz but Palixenes 
el Paul. Break off — here comes the good Camillo; ſpeak, 
38 thou bear l thy tidings in chy looks. (Exit. Gents. 


Euter CaMILLO. ; ; 


Cam... Nothing but bonfires—tbe-oracle is ſulſill' d!“ 
o, Paulina, the beatings ot my heart will ſcarce 8 94 
my tougue to tell thee nat. it bears. 


Haul. I know. it all, my friend; the king of Sicily i 2 


+ arriv'd. 
| | Cam. Not only the king of Sicily is arriv'd; but bis 
* daughter, his long-loſt daughter is found. 


Paul. Gracious gode, ſupport me ! his daughter fond 
ean it be? how. was ſhe fav'd?: and where has ſhe been. 
conceal'd ? 

Cam, | hat ſhepherdeſs, our prince has ſo long and nd 6 
ſecretly affected, proves Sicilia's heireſs : the Ol 
berd, her ſuppos'd fatber, deli ver'd the manner — he 
jound her upon the ceatt, produc'd. a tardel, in wee 
are unconteſted proofs of every circumilance. 

Paul. Can this be true? 

Cam. Moſt true, if ever the truth. were pregnant by 
circumitance ; that which you hear, you'll fwear you: 
lee, there is luch unity in the proots. The mantle of; 
quEEN Hermions, her jewel about the neck of. it, the. 

etters (pardon me the mention of them) of your 
lord Antigonus, found with it, which I know to be 
bis chatacters ;? the majeſty of the creature in-reſem- 
blance of the mother; the affection of nobleneſs, which, 
nature ſhewsabove her breeding, and manyother ev idences,, 
proclaim her with all certainty to be the king's daughter,. 

Paul. Praiſed be the gods ! wou'd 1 hed beheld the be- 
haviour of the two kings at the unravelling of this ſtory. 

Cam. Ay, Paulina, tor you have loſt a fight, which 
was to be ieen—cannot be ſpoken of, There might you 
have bebeld one joy crown another, ſo, and in fuch a 
manner, that it ſeem'd ſorrow wept to rake leave ot 'em, 
tor their juy waded ia rears 2 there was caſting up of 
ch ee, 7” he vp of hands, with" countenance of ſuch 
oo diſtrac tion, 
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diſtraction, that they were to be known by garment, not 
by favour. Sicily, being ready to leap out of himſelſ for 
joy of his found daughter, lifted the princeſs from the 
earth, and ſo lock'd her in embracing, as if he wou'd 
pin her to his heart, that ſhe might no more be in dan- 
ger of loſing then, as if that joy had now become a loſs, 
cries— Oh, thy mother ! thy mother! now he thanks 
* the Old Shepherd, who ſtands by like a weather be- 
* ten conduit of many kings reigns; then aſks Bythinia 
forgiveneſs ; then embraces his ſon-in-law ; then again 
his daughter 1 I never heard of ſuch another encounter, 
which lames report to follow it, and undoes deſcription 
to draw it. 
Paul. The dignity of this act was worth the audience 
of kings and princes, for by ſuch was it acted. 
Can. One of the pretticſt touches of all, and that 
which angled for my eyes, was, at the relation of the 
queen's death, with the manner how ſhe came by it 
(bravely conſeſs'd and lamented by the king); how at- 
tentiveneſs wounded his daughter, till from one fign of 
dolor to another, ſne did with an, Alas! I wou'd fain 
ſay, bleed tears—I am ſure my heart wept blood, Who 
was moſt marble, there chang'd colour; ſome ſwooned, 
all ſorrow'd; it the world cou'd have ſeen't, the woe had 
deen univerſal. [ Flouriſh of trumpets. 
Paul. Are they return'd to court? 
© Cam. Not yet. They were proceeding with due cere- 
© mony, amid the clamorous joy of the multitude, when 
« ] took advantage of their delay, to recount io you this 
« rhapſody of wonders, [Trumpets 
Paul. Camillo, baſte thee ; this royal aſſembly is en- 
tering now the city, Haſte thee, with Paulina's greeting 
to the double majeſty, and our new-found princeſs; give 
them to know I have in my keeping a ſtatue of Hermione, 
rform'd by the moſt rare matter of Italy; who, had 
' © he himſelf eternity, and cou'd put breath into this work, 
* wou'd beguile natare of her cuſtom, ſo perfectly he is 
© her ape. He, ſo near to Hermione, has done Hermione, 
that they will ſpeak to her, and Rand in hope of anſwer. 
Invite them to the fight of it, put thy meſlage into what 
cucumſtance of compliment the time and fudyen occa- 
fion may admit, and return with beſt ſpeed to prepare 
for their un provided entertainment, Exit. 
Cam. 1 obey you, madam,” [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
os. SCENE, 
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Enter AuTOLtCus, 


Autol. Now, had I not the daſh of my former life in 
me, wou'd preferment fall upon my head. I brought 
the old man and his ſon to the king's, and told them, I 
heard them talk of a fardel, and I know net what—bur 
*tis all one to me; for had I been the finder - out of this 
ſecret, it wou'd not have reliſh'd among my other diſ- 
credits—here come thoſe I have done to againſt 
my will, and a ready appearing in the bloſſoms of their 
fortune. 

Ener OLD SnET. a CLown, fautaftically dreſi d. 

Old Sbep. Come, boy; I am paſt more children; but 
thy ſons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clown. [To Autol. ] You are well met, ſir; you denied 
that I was a gentleman born; ſee theſe cloaths ! ſay you 
fee them not, and think me ſtill no gentleman bora 
give me the lie, do—and try whether I am now no 
gentleman born. | 

Autol. I know you are now, fir, a gentleman born. 

Clown. Ay, and have been ſo for any time this half hour. 

Old Shep. And fo have I, boy. . 

Clown. So you have; but I was a gentleman born be- 
fore my father ; for the king's ſon took me by the hand 
and call'd me brother ; and then the two kinys call'd my 
father, brother; and then, the prince, my brother, and 
the princeſs, my ſiſter, (that is, that was my fiſter) call'd 
my father, father; and ſo we all wept; and there was 
the firſt gentleman-like tears that ever we ſhed. | 

Old Shep. We may live, ſon, to ſhed many more. 

Clown, Ay, or elle *twere hard luck, being in ſo pre- 
poſterous eſtate as we are. : | 

Autol. I humbly beſeech you, Sir, to pardon all the 
faults I have committed to your worſhip ; and to give 
me your good report to the prince my maſter. 

Old Shep. Pr'ythee, ſon, do; for we mult be gentle, 
now we are gentlemen. 

Clown. 'Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Autol, Ay, an' it like your good worſhip, 

Clown. No, is does not like my worſhip now; but it 
is like it may like my worſhip when it is amended ; 
therefore have heed that thou doſt amend it. 2 
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Aulol. I will, an't like yous + 
Clown, Give me thy hand ;,baſt . in't? am not 
Id gentleman ? I. muſt be youtly conſider d —am not I a 
courtier? ſeeſt thou not the air of the court in theſe enfold- 
ange; hath not my gait in it the meaſure of the court ? 
Hotel, Here is what gold I have, fir —ſo, I have ' 
Þrib'd bim with his own money. [Alu. 
:Glown.' And when am I to have the other moicty? 
0 the young man in pawn till you bring it me? 
Autol. After you have done the buſineſs, fir. 
1 Well, I will fear to the prince, i art a8 
KHoneſt'a tall fellow: as any in Bobemis. | 
Old Shep. You may ſay it, bat not ſwear it. 
Clown, Not ſwear it, now am a gentleman ? let 
doors and franklyns ſay it; I' fwear it. 
Ou Sbop. How, if ie-be-falſe, Ton d ; | 
! »: Clown If it be never ſo falſe, a true gendlemab ma 1 
wear it in behalf of his ſtiend; and will ſwear to the 
Prince thou art a tall fellowcof thy bande, and that thou 
ilt⸗not be. drunkig but FRnow tower: o tall fellow f 
thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk; hut l'Hſwear it; 
no matter for that. Flout iſh of tram pett.. 2 rampers.) Hark! 
the Kinge, and che Princes, our Kiudted, are going to 
ſee the queen's ſtatue. Come, Sow vs, we will be 
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Polix. Sir, you have done enough, and have perform'd 
A faint-like forrow/: no fault cou d you make 
Which you have not redeem'd-; indeed paid down 
More penitence, than done treipaſs. At the laſt 
Do, as the heav'bs hase done, 1 your evib;. 
With them forgive yourſelf. ' 

TLitont. Whilſt remember 
Her, and her virtues; whilſt I gaze upon. 
This pretty abſtract of Hermione, . 
So truly printed off, I can't r 
My blemiſhes in them, - + 

Paul. Too true, my lor. 
Lf one by one, . 


R * 
. 
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Or "RA the all that are, took ſamcthing good 
To make a perfect woman; the you! kill'd 
Wou'd be unparallel'd. 

Leont, I think ſo—kill'd! | 
Kill'd ! I Kilfd! I did fo, but thou ile me 


f 8 Sorely«to ſay I did; it is as bitter | 
| Upon thy tongue, as in. my thavght. Now, good —_ 
1 Say ſo but ſeldom. 
Paul. Toucb'd to the * heart! | l 


What, my dear ſovereign, I ſaid not well q 
I meant well; pardon, then, a fooliſh woman —- 
The love I boye your queen lo, fool again tw" 
I'll ſpeak of her no more. | 
Legit. Ah, gaod: Paulina, 
Who haſt the memory of Hermione, . _ 
J knew, ip hooaur;; O that ever 1 ” 
Had ſquar'd me to thy counſel; (hen, ev'n nowy. * - 
I might have lodk't. upon my — s ell . 1 
Fi'en treaſure from her lipe ! 61 vt 
Paul. All my poor:ſervice. » : 
Lou have paid bome ; but that you have vouchfaf W 
With your crown'd brother, and theſe your contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms,» my poor hauſe to viſit, 
It is a ſurplus of your grace, which never 7 
NMI life may laſt to anſwer . 
* Polix, Oh, Panknaz + © 
We honor you-with trouble; but your nn 
x" Havre we paſs'd thre, not without much contents 
* le many fingulanties,” yet we have not ſeen 
That which you bade us here to look _—_ 
The ſtatue of Hermione. £ 
Paul. She liv'd peetlefs, 
So her dead likenets, I do well believe, 
Excels whatever yet you-look'd upon, 
Or hand of man hath done ;. therefore, I keep it 
Lonely, apart; but here it is, prepare ä 
To ſee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still _ mock'd death: behold, and ſay tis well. 
{ She draws à curtain, — 4;/covers. Hermiohe 
Standing like a ffatne. 
I like your ſilence, it the more ſhews off 4 
Your wonder ; but yet ſpeak ; ſirſt· oui my liege, 
Comes it nat 8 nerd . hs 
| yh Los 
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Leont, Her natural poſtore ! 
Chide me, dear ſtone, that I may ſay indeed 
Thou art Hermione, ar rather thou art ſhe 
In thy chiding ; for ſhe was as tender 
As infancy and grace; but yet, Paulina, 
* Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled, nothing 
* So aged as this ſeems. 
6 Polix. O, not by much, : 
Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence, 
Which Jets go by ſome fixteen years, and makes her 
* As ſhe liv'd now, 
Len. As now ſhe might have done, 
* So much to my good comfort, as it is 
* Now piercing to my ſoul.” O, thus the ſtood ; 
Ev'n with ſuch life of majeſty, * (warm life, 
_ ©* As now it coldly ſtands)* when firſt I woo'd her. 
** aham'd O royal piece 
here's magic in thy majeſty, which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance, and 
From my admiring daughter ta'en the ſpirits, 
Standing like Rone with thee. [ Burſts into tears 
_ Perd. And give me leave, 
And do not fay tis ſuperſtition, that 
-T kneel, and then implore her bleſſing. 
LW Flor. * Riſe not yet; 
I join me ia the ſame religious duty; 
We a ſhadow of that _ dame, - 
ing, gave my Perdita to life, 
And ben of this her — equal bleſſing. 
| Leent. O maſter- piece of art! nature's deceiv'd 
By thy perfection, and at every look a 
My penitence is all afloat again. | [Weep 


'* Chom. My lord, your ſorrow was too fore lay'd on, 


Which ſixteen winters cannot blow away, 
* So many ſummers dry : ſcarce any joy 
* Did ever ſo long live; no ſorrow, 

« But kill'd itſelf much ſooner,” 

Polix. Dear my brother, 

Let him that was the cauſe of this, have pow'r 
To take off ſo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf. 

Perd. Let Perdita 
Put up her firſt requeſt, that her dear father 
Hate pity on her tather, nor let ſorrow 
the ſtroke of wonder. Paul, 
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Paul. Indeed, my lord, 
Tf I had chought the ſight of my poor image 
Wou'd thus have wrought you, for the tone is mine,” 
I'd not have ſhewn it. . 

Leont. Do not drop the curtain. : 

Paul. No longer thall you gaze on't, leſt your fancy 
May think anon it move. 

ont. Let be, let be; 
Wou'd I were dead, but that, methinks, already 
What was he that made it? ſee, fee, my lord, 
Wou'd you nat deem it breath'd ; and that thoſe veins 
Did verily bear blood? 
Polix. Maſterly done! 
The very life ſeems warm upon her lip. 
Leont, The fixture of her eye has motion in't, 

As we were mock'd with art. 

Paul. I'll drop the curtain. 
My lord's almoſt ſo far tranſported, that 
He'l-think anon it lives. 

Leont. O, ſweet Paulina, 
Make me to think ſo twenty years together: 
No ſettled ſenſes of the world can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſs. Let't alone. 

Paul. I'm ſorry, fir, I've thus far ſtirr'd you; but 
I cou'd affli& you further. 

Leont, Do, Paulina, 
For this affliction has a taſte as ſweet 
As any cordial comfort ; ſtill, methinks, 
There is an air come from her: what fine chiſſel 
Cou'd ever yet cut breath ? let no man mock me, 
For I will kiſs it, 

Paul. Good my lord, forbear ; 
The ruddineſs upon her lips is wet ; 
You'll mar it, if you kiſs it; * ſtain your own 
Wich oily painting'—ſhall I drop the curtain ? 

+ No, not theſe twenty years. 

Perd. So long cou'd I 
Stand by, a looker - on. 

Flor. So long cou'd I 
* Admire her royal image ſtampt on thee, 
« Heireſs of all her qualities. 
Paul. Either forbear, 
Quit preſently the chapel, or reſolve you 
For more amazement ; if you can behald it, 
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Vl make the ſtatue move indeed, deſcend, | 
And take you by the hand; but then you'll think 
(Wich I — — Lam aſſiſted 
By wicked powes. 

Leont, What you can'make-it do, 
I am content to look on; what to ſpeuk, 
J am content to hear; for * tis as · _ 
To make her ſpeak, as move, 

Paul It is required, 8 
You do awake your faith; then, all ſtand ſtill: 
Aud thoſe that think it an unlawful bufines 
J am about, let them depart, 

Leont, Proceed; 
No foot ſhall ſtir. 

Paul. Mufic, D 
Tis time; deſcend - be ſtone no more — approach; 
Stiike all that look on you with marvel ! 


ly e ; gat. Se; which ſhe comes down; 


* Leont, [ Retiring] Heav'nly pow'rs ! 


© Paul | To Le. —.— not—her actions ſhall be holy, as 
pell is Tawtul ;“ do not ſhun her, 


© You hear, my 
Until you ſee her die . for chen 
You kill her double; © nay, preſent your hand 


* 
1 


* When the was youngy you woo d her; now in age 


© She is become your ſuitor,” 
Leont. Support me, gods! 
If this be more than vifionary bliſs, 
My reaſon cannot hold: my wite:! my queen! 
But ſpeak to me, and turn me wi d with tranſport 


I cannot hold me longer from thoſe arms; 


She's warm! ſhe lives! 
* Polix. She hangs about his neck : 
© If ſhe pertain to lite; let her ſpeak too. 


« Perd, OFlorizel ! FPerdita hans on Florizel's boſom,” 


Fl. My princely ſhepherdefs ! 
© This is too much for hearts of thy ſoft mold. 


Leont. Her beating heart meets mine, and fluttering owns 


Its long-loſt half : theſe tears that choak her voice 


Are hot and moiſt—it 1s Hermione ! [ Embrace. 


* 


— wg 


b . 


Poliæx. I'm turn'd myſelt to ftone! where has ſheliv'd? : 


Or how ſo ſtolen from the dead? 
Paul. That ſhe is liviog, | 
Were it but told you, ſnhou'd be hooted at 
Like an old ale; but it appears ſhe lives, 
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. © Tho? yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark them yet a little, 
is paſt all utterance, almoſt paſt thought; 
Dumb elaquence beyond the — of words. 
* 'To hreak the charm,? .. 
- Pleaſe you to ioterpole ; fair madam, kaeel, | 
And pray your,mother's bleſling; turn, good lady, 
| Our Perdita is found, * and with her found 
A princely buſband, whoſe inſtinct of royalty. 
From under the law thatch where ſhe ede 
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Took his untutor'd queen.“ | . 
Herm. Ye gods, look down, | 
And from your ſacred phials pour your graces 0 
Upon my daughte 's head. 
Leont, Hark ! hark! ſhe ſpeaks . | =— 


© pipe, thro? fixteen winters dumb! then deem' d 
Harſh as the cayen's note; now. muſical 7 
kl? As nature!s:ſong, tun d to th! according ſpheres. . 
Herm, 12 this ſwelling flood o er- bear our reaſaaa 
Let purer thoughts, unmix'd with earth's alloy, 
Flame up to heav'n, * and for its mercy ſhewn, 
Bow we, our knees together. | 
Leont. Ob if penitence * 
Have pow r to cleanſe the foul ſin-ſpotted. ſoul, 
Leontes? tears have waſh'd away his guilt, 
If thanks unfeign'd be all that you require, 
Moſt bounteous gods, for happineſs like mine, 
11 Read in my heart, your mercy's not in vain, 

Herm. ¶ Knees) This firſtof duty! paid, let tranſport looſe,; 
My lord, my king, —there's diſtance in thoſe names, 
My huſband? 

Leont. O my Hermione !—have I deſery'd 
That tender n ame? 
Herm No more; be all that's paſt 
Forgot in this enfolding: and forgiven. 
Leont. Thou matchiefs ſaint Thou paragon of rimek 
Herd. O let me kneel, and kiſs that honor'd hand. 
Herm "Thou Perdita, my longeloſt child, that fill'ſt 
My meaſure up of blif—tell me, mine own, 
Where haſt thou been preſery'd ? where liv'd ! how ound 
Bythinia's court? fur thou ſhalt hear, that I 
Kno ng, by Paulina, that the oracle 
Gare hope thou waſt in being, have preſerv'd 
Myſelt to ſee the iſſue. , 


To gild the happy evening of our day. {[Exeunt omnes- 
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Paul. There's time enongh 
© For that, and many matters more of ſtrange 
Import — ho the queen eſcap'd from Sicily, 
© Retir'd with me, and veil'd her from the world 
© But at this time no more; go, go together, | ; 
© Ye precious winners all, your exultation | 
© Partake toev'ry one; l, an old turtle, | 
Will wing me to ſome wither'd bougb, and there | 
My mate, that's never to be found again, | 
Lament till I am loſt. 

Leont. No, no, Paulina; 
Live bleſs'd with bleſſing others—my Polixenes !* 

[ Preſenting Polixenes to Hermione, 

What ! look upon my brother : both your pardons, | 
That &er I put between your holy looks 
My ill ſauſpicion—come, our good Camillo, 
Now pay thy duty here—thy worth and honeſty 
Are richly noted, and here juſtified 
By us a pair of kings ; and laſt, my queen, 
Again I give you this your ſon-in-law, 
And ſon to this good king by heav'n's direting 
Long troth- plight to our daughter, 
LronTEs, HERMIONE, and POLIXENES join their hand, 

Perd. I am all ſhame 
And ignorance itſelf, how to put on 
This novel garment of gentility, 
And yield a patch'd behaviour, between I. 
My country -level, and my preſent fortunes, 
That ill becomes this preſence. I ſhall learn, 
I truſt I ſhall with meekneſs—but I feel, 
(Ah happy that I do) a love, a heart 
Unalterd to my prince, my Florizel. 

Flor. Be ſtill my queen of May, my ſhepherdefe 
Rule in my heart; my wiſhes be thy ſubjectgg 
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And harmleſs as thy ſheep. 2 Ag 
Leont. Now, good Paulina, @:; i: 3] . 
Lead us from hence, where we may leiſurely; re 3 


. 1 i - 
Each one demand, and anſwer to his part 8 | 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, fince firt 
We were diſſever'd—then thank the righteous gods 
Who, after toſſing in a perilous ſea, * | 
Guide us to port, and a kind beam diſplay, | 
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